162               PACKMAN'S LAW
Replied the elder, Mahomed Khan, " Five hundred leagues is Afghanistan, And two slow years have wearily passed
Since on her hills our eyes we cast.
The trade is good and we wander wide,
And seldom long in one place abide.
Not often in truth our law we mete,
And never have cause the dose to repeat.'*
" Your roll of accounts must lengthy be."
" We know neither writing nor reading," said he.
*'We keep no accounts.   No use we find
For a book-taught pedant's learned mind."
He tapped his forehead.    " Here I keep
My business ledgers buried deep.
Within this myriad folded book
Each figure has its special nook.
The name and place, both far and near,
Are all recorded fair and clear.
And which of your scholars will ne'er forget
One tittle of a ten-years' debt?
"Believe me, Sahib, these pestilent schools Turn men to weaklings and breed up fools, And reading and writing are follies vain, Which soften the heart and deaden the brain. These men of Ind can read and write, And they chatter like women day and night* But in strength of body, mind, and will, Can they compare to the men of the hill?"